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THE ORAYO-N. 
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THE WAYS TO ART. 
I. 
'Tis said that nightingales sing sweetest, when. 

An echo answereth unto their song ; 

The Spirit of the Beautiful is strong, 
As is its welcome in the hearts of men. 
Dipped in the fount of Sympathy, the pen 

Can trace a lesson to be long reviewed ; 

A genial hook can make our solitude 
Alive with pageantries that once have been. 
To know how to attune the heart and mind, 

For fit reception of the gifts of thought, 
Is the grand secret of the nobler kind, 

For many a well-stored day will go for naught, 
If we the proper touchstone cannot find 

To test with what of value it is fraught. 

n. 

Who has not by some woodland pathway strolled, 
That soon has led htm to a gossiping brook, 
Where wild flowers, dwellers in sequestered nook, 

Their simple petals modestly unfold ? 

Where many a wind-sigh all his woes consoled, 
Witli no companion but a genial book, 
Or meeting with the streamlet's upward look, 

Has felt a happiness of thought untold ? 

Ah ! who, at such a time, has never felt 
An inward feeling of most pure delight, 

His soul in harmony dissolviug melt. 
And with his eyes still lingering on the sight, 

At last has turned away, and thought there dwelt 
A form of fairer Beauty in that dreamy night ! 

HI. 

The heart has chords, as has the harp its strings, 
Fanned by a thought, as by a passing wind, 
Filling with song the caverns of the mind, 

And sweetest in the strain that story brings ; 

Which telleth of those dateless days of old, 
And oft it speaketh with a voice that's stronger, 
To swell the echo that it bides the longer, 

When in the mystic legend it is told 
How sung the minstrel of the hero's glory, 

Before these darksome waves of Time had rolled, 
And busy Age, the sear, the drear and hoary 

Had sprinkled o'er the Past its cloudy mould, 
Which, even like a vapor transitory, 
Art sweepeth off, and lights the realm of Story. 

IV. 

As oft a hill, that is remote a space, 

When twilight comes seems ever drawing near, 

Till in the gloom of night it doth appear 
As if impending with its awesome face : 

So thoughts, removed in days of prosperous cheer, 
When dark affliction gathers round the place, 
Approach and shutting out from us all trace 

Of former light, grow sombre and austere. 
'Tis then " the soul with darkness fed" grows strong, 

And wakes its torpid power, and like a cloud 

Shoots out its searching flames and cryeth loud, 

Till all around, illumined by its light, 
Answereth to its voice, and far along 

Shows glimpses of its path beyond the night. 



The heart ud ploughed by trial cannot know 

The growth the Beautiful attains, when, sown 

Within the bosom that has fully known 
How harsh and yet how sweet the lot of woe. 
But once o'erspread the irrigating flow 

Of sorrow, and the blossoms wilt unfold 

To softest hymning, as they did of old, 
When Odin's warders beard the grasses grow. 
The soul, benumbed, is barren of all Art, 

Turning, like earthly chills, a shower to hail r 

To beat down harvests that had needed rain; 

But as if nurtured by a genial gale, 
Warmed by Affliction's breath, the bursting heart 

Shall store the open garners of the brain. 

VI. 

Unworked-for Fame is transient as. a gust, . .... 

. And fulsome adulation soon dies out, 

The breath of history in mingled ront 
Shall sweep such names away, as wind the dust. 

Unworthy fames that live upon the shout 
Of people can be told «pon our fingers, 
'Tis toil alone ensureth that ours lingers, 

And faithfulness we cannot do without. 
But if thy aspiration mounteth not, 

A lowly worshipper of Truth on earth, ; 

With modest Beauty glad to grace thy lot, 

Live on ! 'Tis noble and it has its worth, 
And God who careth for the little sparrow, 
Will care for thee although thy sphere is narrow. Z 

VII. 
Then wake and on I The paths that Artists tread 

Are not worn out by many passing feet ; 

But rendered smoother, or a new is beat 
By steps of those who have gone on ahead I 
No thrall is he, by master spirits led ; 

True kingcraft of the mind will seldom fail 

To make the after ages know its tale, 
And others prompt, when thou art with the dead. 
Arouse! Strong action 'tis this life requires, 

The blood incessant pours along the veins, 
The heart e'er throbbeth from its inward fires, ■■■'•■ - 

And thought is ceaseless with its varied trains : 
Inaction but reverses Nature's plan, 
Sun putrifies the corpse that warmed the man ! 

JtfsTiir Wihsoe; 

THE CUPID OF THE FIELD. "■ 
Skirting the garden bed the flowers unfold 

Their motley petals to the urgent sun ; 

The dews enamored of the breezes run 
And hide among the leaves upon the wold; 
* The stamen quivers with delight untold, 

Speeding the busy bee to tell its tale 

To some expectant pistil of the dale, ., .,,' 

Who greets the messenger to halls of gold. 
Ob, what a world of sympathy is this I 

Can man declare, to love is his alone ; 
When sun is envious of the breezes' kiss, 

And dew-drop3 hang in doubt whose love to own, 
And all tb&glories of the summer yield 
... Unto the humming Cupid of the field ? 
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